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THE ADVOCATE OP PEACE. 



August and September, 



. . . Rev. Dr. W. R. Huntington used the following 
language in a sermon on " The Wickedness of War," in 
Grace Churcb, New York, the Sunday after the battle of 
the Sea of Japan : 

" That men should give themselves to the task of tear- 
ing one another's flesh, hurling great masses of iron with 
the same intent, albeit on a Jarger scale, as that with 
which naughty children throw stones, is simply a wicked 
misuse of the gifts of civilization ; and the more scienti- 
fically the thing is done, the more cold-blooded is the 
crime. Here have we (I say "we," for all Christendom 
is, in a sense, responsible for this state of things), here 
have we been scalding and mangling and drowning our 
fellow-creatures by means of explosives which are the 
wonder of the laboratory, and mechanism so skilfully 
contrived as to challenge the envy of the watchmaker. 
Yes, thoroughly scientific have our methods of maiming 
and killing been. All the more shame to us, I say." 



Unity. 

BY J. A. BDGEBTON. 

Wherever you are, my brother, whatever, whoever you are, 
If you live in the house next door to mine, or around the 
earth , 

Between the soul of your soul and mine there can be no bar, 
For we are one in the Love divine that has given us birth. 

Whatever material incidents may have hedged you 'round, 
Whatever your outward husk, whatever your place or race, 

You are one more word spoken into the flesh from the Thought 
Profound, 
With a gleam of the Universal Soul shining out of your face. 

So, whatever you are and wherever you are, my love flows out) 

As the light of morning flows out of a window the sun 

shines through, 

As a wave that starts from a soul spreads on through the sea 

of thought, 

So a glow from God flows out of my heart till it reaches you. 

Though you live in a dusky shell on an isle 'neath the tropic 
sun, 
Or within the realm where the Frost King reigns, O comrade 
mine, 
In a tenement room, or the proudest station man ever won, 
It does not matter ; I claim you still by a tie divine. 

For the race is one; and whatever you are reacts on me. 

When wrongs you inflict, or bear, I help you to pay the cost. 
It would dim my joy to know that you were in agony; 

And I would not be saved, and I could not be saved, if you 
were lost. 

We rise together. If one ascends to a higher height, 
He must cheer his brothers by telling them of the larger view. 

On the eminence he has gained he must start a beacon light, 
He must lift, and breathe in the fainting heart a purpose new. 

For this is the Law of Love; not alone in our selfishness 
Can we draw away from the crowd like the runner who 
gains a goal ; 
We must turn to our comrades who lag, and must help and 
direct and bless, 
Like the Christ, our Elder Brother, who stands for the 
Racial Soul. 



Rise, Mighty Anglo-Saxons! 

O mighty Anglo-Saxons ! You assert 

With conscious pride the kingship of your race. 

Rise ! Prove that kingship in a purblind world 

By your high likeness to the King of kings; 

Proclaim yourselves the champions of Peace, 

O mighty Anglo-Saxons ! Break your swords, 

Disband your armies and destroy your arms; 

Stand forth for Peace and win a deathless name. 

Peace is not peace that sings its battle-songs 

And sets its cannon on a hundred hills; 

That points its guns north, east, and west and south, 

Toward friendly harbors, ready at a word 

To call friends enemies and targets — No! 

Peace is the great affirmative of God; 

It knows no armies, arms or armaments, 

For armies, arms and armaments deal death, 

And Peace holds conquest in the strength of life; 

Its crown immortal is unconquerable: 

Reach forth and claim the laurel for your own. 

Hath not the revolution of the years 

Brought sons of God a few steps nearer God than this- 

That they shall stand arrayed in uniform 

To march, at sudden call, to mutilate 

Their brothers, and to mar and mangle men 

Framed in the image of the God of gods ? 

Hath not the cycle of the centuries 

Made manifest a clearer light than this — 

That man should compassed be by his own State 

And see no farther than its boundaries ? 

O foolish, vain, and perishable man! 

Latin or Anglo-Saxon, every race 

Is but one unit in a universe; 

And brotherhood should circle round the world. 

Rise, mighty Anglo-Saxons! Rule by right divine; 

No sword but found at last its Nemesis 

In all the records of the splendid past. 

Rome, Greece and Babylon in turn drew sword, 

Then each before a stronger power went down. 

O mighty Anglo-Saxons — break your swords, 

Disband your armies and destroy your arms! 

And in God's name have done with barren lies, 

For you are hypocrites — yea, whited sepulchres, 

O mighty Anglo-Saxons, full of dead men's bones; — 

You preach a gospel when you live it not; 

You trick yourselves with honeyed words of Peace 

While every oath of office echoes war; 

You prate of arbitration to the tune 

Of clanging hammers, ringing on the steel 

That shapes your battleships and armaments. 

On two great continents the churchly towers aspire 

Toward the deep azure and the silent stars, 

And rising paeans from the multitude intone 

The Anglo-Saxon's worship of the Christ. 

The Christ! O canting hypocrites, have done! 

Christ's way is peace; His one command is Peace; 

His final will and testament is Peace. 

You cannot serve Him and deny Him both. 

Be honest, Anglo-Saxons! And be true! 

Pull down your ministers; hush the swelling hymn; 

Throw to the winds the sacramental bread — 



